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„ all impartial judges in the pit, 


And ev'ry beauteous patroneſs of wit, 

T'm ſent to plead the poet's cauſe, and ſay, 

There's not one ſlander in bis modeſt play: 

He brings before your eyes a modern forys 

Yet meadies not with either M big or 4 

Was't not enough, vais men of either kde, 

Two roſes once the nation did divide ? 

But n it be in er yoww again, . 

— — Green Ribbon men ? 

Who made this diff rence were not England's friends: 

Be not their tools to ſerve their ting ends. 

Damn the late. ſep, whe bere bis zeal diſcovers, 

And ver the flage, like our ill genius, hovers: © 

Give us pit of drunkards, and of levers; 

Good ſanguine men, wvho mind no flate-offair, 

But bid a baſe world of itfalf tale cure. 

We bope there liwes not ſo 4bborr'd a thing, 

* loves bis country, and would ſerve bis king. 
ut in your parties w vid wwe engage, 

Or medlle os the 2 mad — 
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We loſe encugh by thoſe upon the flage. 
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Like Gladiators then you firaight reſort, 
And crowd to male your Nero-fatftion ſport- 

But what's mere flrange, that men of ſenſe ſhould dit 
For worrying one anther pay the poet : 

So butchers at a baiting rake deligot, 

For bim that keeps the bears, to roar and fight; 
Both friends and foes ſuch authors make their game, 
Who bave your money, that was all their aim ; 
No matter for the play, nor for their wit, 
The better farce is atedin the pit. © 

Bath parnes to be cheated will agree, 

And ſwallow any nonſenſe, ſo it be 

With faction fac d, and gilt with loyalty. 


Here's ſuch @ rout with whigging anc with tocying 


W ELL, Sirs, your kind opiniom nom, I 
Of this eur neither Whig nor Tory play: 
To blow ſuch coals our conſcious muſe deni ; 
Wit, ſ»cred wit, — »bjefts ſhould deſpiſe, 
The aur bor ſays, Jeliconian ftiream 
I: not yet drain d to ſuch a low extreme, 


T 7 party with a curſed 


my "oY 


| 1. 
41 the other for @ large third day. 
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That you neple# dear-low'd fin of whoring : 
The — that ventur d ber balf-crown, wy 
Finding no but bere to be undone, , 
Like a coft miſtreſi paſt ber dear delight, ry 4 
r 12 2 — u, and goes to church in 2 q 10 
not doubt, are — 
Te find more cullies 2 ex 4 It joy 
We on the flage fand ſtill, and are content A 7 
To ſee you ac what we ſhould repreſent. Ho N 
Tu wſe us like the women that ye woo z — | 
You make us ſport, and pay us for it too. 4 =} 
Well, we're reſolv'd that in our next ill, * 
To print at large a trial of your fill, 45 
4 that five bundred monſters are to fight; | 20 
Then more will run to ſte ſo flrakge a fight; _ T he 
Than the Morocco, or the Moſcovite, A. 
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"And tells me, oh ! this marriage will be fata 


- And forc'd to marry one ſhe cannot love 


Of Shrewſbury. 


Brings her this Yay on purpoſe from the country: | 


To what he has been Mill ſo obſtinate ? 
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F'uter Northumberland and Rochford, 
North, HIS is the day ſhall crown your pa- 


rents* wiſhes, | | 
And long-expected hopes; the king intends 
To publiſh ſtraight his marriage with your ſiſter, | 
And make her known by th” title of a queen. 
The reaſon, why it was ſo long kept ſecret, 
Was our great Cardinal's delays, and tricks 
Df Roma, 
But fince, in ſpite of Wolſey and the conclave, 
By reverend Cranmer has the cauſe been try d; | 
And Kath'rine is this day proclaim'd divorc'd. 
Roch. Heay'n be my witneſs, brave Northum- 
It joys not me, but that it is his pleaſure, rn 
Whoſe happineſs we are all bound to pray for: 
And my my fiſter's crown fit lighter on 
Her brow, than does the honour upon mine. 
Something of boding whiſpers to my ſoul, 


North, My lord, this is ſevere to all that love you, 
And you reflect unkindly on your fortune. 

Rach. My lord, it had been kindly done of For- 
T' have ſeen my lifter wedded to her vows, | tune, 
Your Piercy's wife ; and not at one time 
Both cruel to the queen and falſe to him. 

North. You know, my lord, we all are witneſſes 
With what remorſe ſhe took the regal burden. 

Roch. What will ſhe do when ſhe ſhall underſtand 
Our foul deſigns, and Piercy's innocence ? 

His letters to her that you intercepted, 

And counterfeited others to deceive her, : 
To.make her once believe that he was married ? 
But what.a mortal grief will ſeize your ſon, 
When he ſhall find his miſtreſs was va; ths . 


North. To prevent that, ſoon a2 he's come to, 
court, 
I'll make a match between him and the heireſs 


Roch. A very gallant lady; 
Virtuous, beautiful, richer 
Than all her generation of that ſex. 

North. Her father | 


But the queen thinks already they are marry'd. 
Roch. And are you ſure to gala your ſon's conſent 


Notth. Rage and deſpair, when he ſhall fiod her 
Will make him raſhly change to any ſtate;  [falſe, 
And make himſelf, though much againſt his will, 
The happieſt man that ever was on earth. 

Enter Cardinal Wolſey mage * 
Behold the proud imperious Cardinal, . 
With ſuch à furious tæmpeſt on hie brow, * 


der 4 


| When once you ſaid my ſon mould be a king ? 


That burns me up with thoughtful injury. 
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Roch. The popedom now, and all the wealth in 


can ſcarcely recompenſe him for the tright ¶ Rome, 


This n2ws has put him in— See how he taggers, 
Giddy with th' height his pride has rais'd him to. 
[ Exeunt North. and Roch. 


Kath'rine divorc'd, and Anna Bullen marty'd! 
Now, by our holy father's triple crown, 
it muſt not, cannot, nay, it ſhall not be. 


s \ : r „ A Luth'ran queen upon the throne of England ! 
which Harry has with frowns diſcover'd; She to lie in the boſom of our prince | 


A buxom king, that for a wanton ſmile 
Will pawn his faith, and turn a beretick |! 
Taster the Lady Elisabeth Blunt. 


bock up; 

Can you behold your proud St. Peter ſhake ? 

The mighty pillar of that ſpreading church, 

That holds i great religion of the world, 

To ſtagger, and beſtow no help, no aid 

From mighty Wolſey's ſhoulders to ſupport it? 
Card. What does the faireſt mean? b 

Blunt. Bullen is queen the crown yoga promis d 


5 me 
Now wreaths her head Are theſe the hopes you 


gave me, 


The news nat ſtirs your wonder! Hell and furies! 
Card. Have patience, Madam. 

Blunt, Preach it to the winds. 

To thoſe that feel the rack of inquiſition—— 
Cutſe on your gown ies j but more 

Be curs'd the time of Bullen's fatal birth; 
Wrinkles like age anticipate her youth; 


o 


| Mildews and blafts devour her wanten beauties. 


Card. Study ſome act that may revenge this fury. 
This hurts no more than barks of caward curs; 
She lives, and is as beautiful as ever. 

Be tul'd by me; who, like a dreadful piece, 
Am ſure to kill, where'er I take my aim. 

Blunt, Oh, tell me how to quench this fire with- 


in ! 
Card. An eaſy way I'll chaik to your [ 
A road net ſteep, nor dangerous, but ſmooth ; - 
So unexpected, and ſo fatal too, < 1 3-25 
That the queen's fancy and deluded genius 
Shall tempt. her in the ſame diſſembled path, 
Taking her by the other hand with ws, 
And lead her in the pit prepar'd ſor her. 
| Blunt. Go on, my Wolſey, charming 2s the 
| oung 3 18. 
And N melodious than a choir of angels. 
Card. This then it is: the king-you know's in- 
And jealous, und as tefty ai old age; [content, 
So cov tous of the pleaſure he 
That he who-does but look .upon't muſt die, 


a if world's four winds were pent within {With her, who's innocent charms did force him tot. 
blatt ring Sate. J reer | 
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Card. Marry'd in private, and declar'd his queen! 


lant. Awake, thou wretched dreaming priefly 


w* 


= IONS IF 
. Card. "Tis eaſy to give fire to that fond breaſt 
That is already charg'd with jealous ſulphur: : 
The queen loves Piercy, that may be a means; 
And ſpies may be laid every where to watch 
Their private meetings, and their very looks, 
And then acquaint the hot-brain'd king with it. 
So ſtraight their joyful deſtinies are ſeal'd, 
Blunt. Moſt admirable! p 
Card. If we fail in this, 
Some cry'd up beauty, ne'er yet ſeen at court, 
Moſt be found out, to tempt 
And take the am'rous king. 
_- Blunt. Thou godlike prieſt! 
Balm to my wounded and my tortur'd boſom. _ 
Card. Go firaight, and hafte about th' intelli- 


| gence. 
Blant. 4 will. Good fortune has been fo propi-| 


tious, 
To make young Rochford, Anna Bullen's brother, 
Enamour'd of my beauty ; him I'll mould, 
Sound ev'ry thought of his unguarded ſoul, 
Till I've difcover'd from him our deſign 
Of Pierey's love, and of his fiſter's conduct. 
Card. An accident, the luckieſt that could bappen! 
Behold the queen in her firſt ſtate and greatneſs 
But yet ſhe — it with no welcome mien: 
Piercy hangs heavy on her heart, and in her eyes; 
„It works, ic manages, as we would have it z 
And in her heedlefs innocence the ſails, 

Shunning no rocks, no quickſands, nor no danger, 

But runs into her ruin faſter than 

We with. 

Blunt. Her erown is hideous to my fight ; 

It's jewels fatal as the eyes of baſiliſks : 

Oh, Cardinal ! this rival queen and I 

Should never meet but in the ſcales of death, 

= — all mortals even and alike. 

geen Anne appears ſeated upon a Throne, Northum- 

- derland, Rechter, Lords, Ladies, Attendants, ard 

Guards about 5e. 

North, Immortal live great queen of England, 
And Ireland, and for ever rule the heart { France, 
Of conqu'ring Henry, as he reigns o'er us 

| And all his faithful ſubject — 
ö I ſpeak. it as the wiſhes and the voice 
- Of your moſt loyal kingdoms; to confirm it, 
Sound ſtraight your loudeſt inſtruments of joy, 
[ Shouts and trumpets within. 
NQueen. Theſe ſounds might lift another to the 
heav'ns ! 
But what is muſick to he ear that's deaf 
rumpeti and ſhouts again. 
Ceaſe, ye more empty Alas than winds ! 2 
Be filent as the ſorrows in my breaſt: 
"If ye will give me eaſe, forbear ſuch flatt'ries, 
My noble lords, 
I know you all are loyal to the king, 
And for his ſake you are thus kind to me: 
But for the rabble, who can read that ſphynx ? 
Their very breath that now proclaims, with joy, 
Sad Kacherine to be no longer queen, 


And my unwelcome coronation, 1M 


Would the fame moment, ſhould my ftars permit 

Shout louder at the ſentence of wig, 4 7 
Card. Moſt glorious and beloy'd of England's 
Oh, lay not on our nation ſoch a curſe, [queens ! 

As 2 * of it's faith to you! > 

| + They have m ks, next kind - 
natur*d Woolſey,” « = "Y 
It — - real, cauſa he ſavs it, | 
ard. Vn, that your majeſty would think ſo ever; 
Aud that my proud endeavours, with lurceſs, 7 f 


I. I. E N. 
The ſecret wondert of your mind and perſon, 
And made him ſoon diſcover all your beauties, 
Thoſe rare perfections that above your ſex | 
Have merited his paſſion and his crown. 

| Queen. Oh, reverend, pious, beſt of Cardinals! 
Who too well knows 

By whoſe high hand I climb'd this malic'd greatneſs, 
And wear this envy'd crown. 7. 

Card. Ten thouſand ſaints more than my royal 
Are witneſſes to th* truth of what I ſay. [ maſter, 
Nveen, My lords, if there's no more for you to 
To perfect or unmake this ceremony, [aQ, 
(Oh, that it could be done I) retire a while, 

And leave me with my women for ſome moment 
If I'm a queen, why am I not obey'd ? 
Card. We'll all perform your majeſty's command, 

Exeunt all but ber Womgn, 
Queen. Am I got looſe! Oh, facred ſolitude! 
How airy and delightful are thy walks! | 
No ſtinging ſerpent, nor worſe inſet, man, 
Diſturb thy fragrant and enamell'd paths; 
Nothing broods there but an eternal ſpring, 
Mild as all May, and beautiful as Eden. 

Enter a Lady. 
Lady. The Lady Diana Talbot begs admittance, 
To pay her duty te your majeſty. - 
Queen, What ſay'ſt! Thou'@ rous'd a dragon in 
my breaſt, 

Which I had thought for ever to have huſh'd. 
Lady. Shall ſhe be brought to your preſence ? 
Queen, Ay—No—Ves— 
Do any thingy ſo 'twill be ſure to kill me; 


Unfaithful; or, at leaf}, in being ſo, 

Hadfſt never taught me how to be reveng'd ; 

But, oh! the diſmal pain is all my own. 

Enter Lady Diana Talbot, kneeling. 

Riſe, dtar Diana, you have been a ftranger; 

Could nothing but a queen drag you to court ? 

owe this kindneſs to my royalty, 

And not your * 
Diana. Pardon, mighty princeſs ! 

| had been bleſs'd for ever in your preſence, 

Had I been miſtreſs of my inclinations. 

But 

Queen, Tis no matter, I'll allow you reaſon, 

A cauſe ſo indiſpenſable and juſt, 

That *twere a fault in me to blame ſuch virtue. 

Diana. Indeed a parent's will ought ſtill to be 

Obey'd next duty to your majefty, 
Ren. oo ſomething yet more binding Do not 

luſh—- , 

Come, I'll unriddle all, and ſpare your tongue 

The trouble, and your baſhful cheeks the fire» 

Diana. What fire, what bluſkes, do you tax me 

| feel not any but what wonder raiſes ; [with? 

And bluſh, becauſe 1 cannot comprehend. 

Queen. You are unkind z why make it you a ſe 

And but to me, when all the world reports it. 

Diana. There is no ſecret, nothing I would hide 

Erom fo ador'd a friendſhip as my queen's.” 


LA. 


Queen. Why d'you ſuſpect me then? 
How loth ſhe is 

To tell it me! as loth as I to hear it, 
You will not own it then! but tis no matter. 


[To Diana. 
When faw you Piercy? - | 
Diana. Piercy, - Madam! [ She Harti. 
Queen, Yes; | | 


Why dis you ftart ? Has he a name ſo horrid?” 
lig you would hide, bur cannot hide your bluſſies. 


Diana. Good Heav'n! 


Firſt whiſper'd in the boſom of the king 


* 


dy what Arange mirelg 


bare you 


1 


Oh, Piercy ! Piercy ! would thou ne'er hadſt beey 


e 0 JIz0OU 


gon ig 


Support me, Heav'n! and with a wonder * me; 


Yeveal'd my ſecret paſſion to the queen? [Afide. 
| never told my grievance but to you, 
And that but filently in broken ſighs 
And ſti fled tear | 
Queen. Tis plain ſhe 3s diſturb"d=——— 
What can this mean? Sure one of us is mad! 
Hence forth I'll know the perſons better, out 
Of whom I mean to chuſe a friend——Farewel 
Piercy, no doubt, is not ſo fondly nice, [queſt. 
Who brags, and tells the world of his proud con- 
Diana. Forgive me firſt, then give me leave to 
tell you = 
How twas diſclos'd to you, the wonder ſtuns me, 


This ſecret which I thought ſcarce Heav'n found 
out. 
Yet I'll confeſs : * [ Kneels. 


A fatal truth it is; Piercy I love 
Now pity me, and quench my tott' ring bluſhes: 
For Heav'n reveal'd it for no ill. 
Queen. Ingrateful woman |! | 
Would: have me think thy lawful paſſion ſech a 
wonder! 
Is it a crime for thee to love thy huſband? 
Diana, Ha! what's that you ſay? My huſband, 
faid you? | 
Meant you to mock th* unfortunate Diana ? 
Queen, No, I will ſay't again; thy perjur'd 
huſband ! | 


Diana. Ah, royal Madam! Piercy is more bleſs'd ;1 


We are not marry'd ; he is not my huſband, 
Ween, Ha! [ Afede. 
Diana, That were to me too great a happineſs ! 

._ Queen. Should this be true, what would become 
10 of me? [ Afide. 
Diana, riſe! Are you not his wife ? 

Diana. By all your precious hopes 
And mine, I'm not. 

2ucen, Is Piercy then not marry'd ? 


Call all thy virtue and thy courage ftraight 


It has been long reported, 
That you and Piercy were in ptivate marry'd. 
Diana. Such a report came likewiſe to my hear- 
ing; not. 
But how twat rais'd, by whom, or why, I know 
Queen, Too well the dreadful cauſe of it I know. 


: [ Afde. 
This, when I heard, I took unkindly from you; 
I] was your friend. . 
Diana. Beſt of queens ! 
Thus on my knees I ought to beg that pardon : 
I own I did offend my gracious miſtreſs. 
Queen, Riſe to my armi—This kiſs now ſeals 
For ever. [thee mine 
Diana, Oh, moſt admirable gooineſs ! 
Queen, Oh, for ſome wild, ſome deſart, to com- 
Some vaſt and uninhabitable place ; [plain in, 
Or elſe ſome precipice that buts the ocean, 
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To er. now, or thou art loſt for ever. | 


r 
f 4er d. 
Enter Northumberland and Rochford, 


Roch. HE * firange you tell me of the 
ng. "7 
North. Moſt wonderful, nor can I gueſs the menu 
He came juft how from hunting as bis uſe, ¶ ing a 
— 5 Sir Thomes Seymour's houſe he way 
oft ſplendidly and kindly entegtain d 
At a repaſt. : 1 
Roth, Took he there any thigg 
Amiſs ? i b 3 
North. No; quite contrary, ſo good-humout 
I never ſaw him in my life more pleaſant ; 
But now, inſtead of going to the queen, 
With words that ſhew'd more diſcontent than rage, 
He order'd all about him to retire ; 


And, which is ſtill more ſtrange, enquir'd for 14 


Wolſey, whom all men thought quite out of favour ! 
May not the queen, your fiſter, think you, be 
The innocent occaſion ? £459 

Roch. That's impoffible ! . 
For but laſt night he came to her apartment, 
With all the heats and love that could inſpire 
A bridegroom, ſcarcely of an hour's making ; 


| With hafte he ran, and where he ſhould have ſaty 


He kneel'd down by her as his deity ; 
Printing ſoft kiſſes on her lovely hand, 
And figh'd as if he had been ſtill a wooing. 


The nearer he's to ebb and change. | {path 
Noch. Seel the king. ' | TA 
North. You're brother to his wife, and may be 


bold ; 
But I'll not venture. [Exit North. 


Enter King Henry. 

| King. Who are you, that durſt preſs on my re- 
tirement ? * 
Ha, Bullen! get thee from my fight—Be gone 

[Tei Roch. 
Who waits there ? Why am I thus troubled ? 
Let none but Wolſey dare to be admitted. 

To the Attend. 
Who can withftand ſo vaſt a ſhock of beauties, 
, [He fs downs 
So many wonders in ſo bright a form ? 
Who's there? the Cardinal? | 
Enter Wolſey. 


Card. The humbleſt vaſſal of his god-like mafter. 
» Come hither, Sir—l feat for thee, my 
Wolſey ; 
And doſt not wonder, when but yeſterday 
I took from thee the ſeal and chanc'llor's place? 
But 'tis no matter; do not care, I ſay; 
love you ſtill, in ſpite of all your oe.“ 
You have malicious enemies at court; 
Befides, the queen, my lord, is ao good friend 
Of yours © 2 
Card. Wretehed am I, that have incurr'd 


More pitiful, and more relenting far, 
Than falſe and cruel mankind is to me. 
Diana. You ſeem diſturd'd! Ah! what inbum 
Dares ſeize your royal breaft ? | grief 
Queen. Theſe are the firſt miſeries, the re 
Come rolling on apace; and, Kath'rine, now 
Thou art reveng'd . Juſt Heay'n, whoſe is the fin ? 
Poniſh/not me, I ſought not to be queen; | 
But Henry's guilt amidſt my pomp is weigh'd, _ 
And makes my crown fit heavy on my head: 
Ah! Kath'rine, do not envy me thy throne; 
For thou art far mvre happy that halt none. 


+ OE e "WM. 


But m'innocence, when I am dead, perhaps, 
May to my royal maſter, though too late, 
Appear, | | | 
a . Talk not of death, good Cardinal, 
For I have buſineſs with thee fi | 

Oh, Wolſey! be to me but half ſo kind 

As I ſha!l be to thee. Seymour, my father! 
The lovely Seymour whom thou told'ſt me of, 
I did devour her beauties from thy lip, 
And fed my ears with the delicious feat; 
But fince, I've ſenn this wonder of het ler? 

| (59 4 4 4 WOmyes $442 524 a9 ante L 


X My king's diſpleaſure, and my queen's dire hatred? 
n 


- 


North. Right Harry ſtill; for by this flood of 
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The charming'ft creature e er adorn'd the world; | King. How | Take good heed whit tit thay What ſh: 


And find her all as far above thy praiſes, pulleſt upon 5 
As heav'n can be beyond man's frail deteription. Li ores. 2 my lawful, virtuous wife Cord. 
ave you then ſeen her, Sir ? ithout a cau m 
N _ or — my Wolſey! 5 Could it be done, what would the natian ſay ? = no. 
And having ſeen her, gueſs, I needs muſt be What would the action look like, but a hell, Mean w. 
But wretched without her, or thy aſſiſtance. To warn ſucceeding princes from the like, Then w 
__ Card. This goes as I expected. 8 LA.. And blot me from the ſcroll of pious kings. Strike li 
King. Help thy prince ! Could it be lawful; Wolſey, 1 would hearken. And ne. 
Why art fo flow! Has Wolſey loſt his courage ? Card. Then lawful ſhall it be, in ſpite of ſcrupley; King- 
That wit that emperors and.popes has ſway'd——— 1 ſee your conſcience is an infant grown, My lord, 
Thou haſt a mine within that ſubtle breaſt, A child again, and wants to be inftrufted—— 
The ftone which dull phfloſophy has toil'd | Come, let me lead you by the hand, and point Roch, 
In vain for—— Make me maſter of thy Indie A way, the niceſt conſcience ſhall commend King. 
Lend me thy wit to purchaſe Seymour for me. And choſe it. 22 i . What a1 
Card. You have the means already in your hands; - Now thou doſt rejoice thy prince. Had not 
Pow'r is the greateſt charmer of that ſex. = = . —_— * ſhe be unfaithful to your bed, For neat 
King. Command my pow'r, my kingdoms, to thy | And prov Till the 
Take thou my — bind it to the or ſaids| King. Ha! there's thunder in that word 
And to thy mitre add my bumble crown; The bolt ran thro”, and ſhiver d me to piecets Roch, 
*Tis all my Wolſey's ; Wolſey ſhall be king: Difloyal to my bed adult roue ! ha! Js not tl 
I aſk but only Seymour in exchange. Saidſt thou not ſo? : Not likes 
Card. You bid too much; ſend for her Qraight to] There hangs « ſhower of cordial in my reach, Poor ch 
Make her a marchioneſs, or elſe a ducheſs : ¶ court; To cure this horrid fit. Wolſey, beware That kt 
There's hardly now a woman but will ſell How thou doſt dally with my hopes and fears Have hi 
A fooliſh honour that none ſees, for that * | Look to'r, and ſee you wrong her not. Ab, wh 
Which makes a noiſe and ſplendour in the world. Speak how thou know'ſt it Quick. To look 
- How thou deceh ſt my eager expectation: > Card. Alas, 2 , : Lt That, | 
This I bave done without ſuch rare advice: never meant | er d in my | la 
- But, oh, ſhe's inflexible to all ! Particular knowledge ! but it is reported. 2 
Deaf to the ſounds of vanity and pomp, King. Reported, ſaidſt thou? Is not that enough? Pier. 
"© And more remorſeleſs than a ſaint or hermitz * Report! Why, ſhe's damn d, if ſhe's but thought & horr 
That, ob, I fear, had I but what I covet, _ A whore, much more to be reported to be ſo. Theſe 1 
The cfown from Bullen's head, to offer her, In tumble her from the throne into a dungeon When . 
*T would ſcarcely tempt her to thy prince's bed. Name me the man that is ſuſpected Oh, th 
Card. Then, Sir, I doubt tis hardly in my pow 2 — 
To help you. ing. Piercy ! | And w 
: Ha! falſe and ungrateful man! Card. Yes, Sir, he's the man ſhe doats on ju not 
Is that then all the hope you? brain can give me? |*'Tis he lies deeper in her breaſt than ever; 
Card. It is impoſſible, if the be virtuous, For him the ſighs, and hoards up all her wiſhes. Rock 
That e'er ſhe would be had by force or cunning: King. Is Piercy 441 at court? Pier 
. Therefore apply this remedy a while, : Card, He is this | Methi: 
Have but a little patience tilt tis lawful. Arriv d. When 
— 7 Traitor and pois ner of thy maſter's reſt, — How ! come without my leave, ſay"ſt thou? Thy ir 
Muſt 1 deſpair? Is that thy precious counſel ? Card. He is no doubt, to conſummate their 3oye, What 
To tell me what is lawful ? Their ſigns and tokens to compare ; which they, " Rect 
Card. Underſtand me. : By letters and devices in their abſence, c Pier. 
' King. Give me ſome hopes, or - | Have hourly plotted to deceive you, Sir, 
I'll crumble thee to duſt, puff thee to nothing; And put in practice when the time is ripe. Thy d 
And make thee leſs, and more dejected far, King. Hell and tormenting furies l believe ow p 
Than the baſe fellow that begot thee, prieſt, * thee, h | | hat þ 
Card. You will not give me leave t' explain my-| Card. Nay, in your bed, and in her dreams, the W of ms 
Your fury will not let you underſtand me. [ſelf] thinks on't. 3 
When I advis's to ſtay till it was lawful, | King. Hold, I can hear no more. By all my wrongs, Pier 
At the ſame time I meant to let you know, And cheated hopes thou bring'ſt to my remem- There 
Ton not a thing ſo hard to bring «4 paſs. How all complaiſances to me were dragg'd [ branee, And th 
King. Ha! * agaia like Wolley: Tell me. And forc'd from her, like mirch from one in tot- WI 82), g 
:  traight, ture! Speak 
Wick, what can lawfully make Seymour mine? | Sometimes I found her face all drown'd in tears, er t 
Tard. Maler her your queen. With gales of ſighs, juſt blowing off thoſe Rorms Juſt li 
21 . Make her my queea ! In fear away: ſometimes again in bluſhes, And fi 
Card. Yes, Sir. As if then all the wanton heat of love Roc 
King. Sure I but dream : what doſt thou mean 7] Were darting thro* her eyes to meet my flame: I fiad 
or how ? q But when, with eager haſte, I catch'd her in Still w 
Card. Inveſt her headwith Anna Bullen's crown? Theſe arms, and-preſs'd her lips, alack ! I found, 
0 King. Sure thon art mad, aud would'ſt make me Inſtead of ſummer there, no ice {0 cold; : Pier 
What, whilſt he lies? [fo roo | Inſtead of breath that would revive the dead, 
Card. Ay, hilt the lives, I (aid: i: | No ir fo chill, no winter blaſts ſo keen. Tell it 
Is chat ſo ftrange a thiag that ne er was done, | Card. Thus all her ations will be Kill to yous Roc! 
Divorce ber. . a. | The roſes/of her blood ſhe keeps for him, Pier 


The thorns for 300 Had you been Piercy thenes Why « 
King. Let me embrace he dares of By pings Kot 
The dear preſeryer of my life and honour Too ſe 


. Hal IT 
Gt Whet is't that makes gou W. 
Divorce her, and take Seymour to your 


ts tue what mall 1 do for thee, my friend ? 
Vie Re-enter Rochford, 

Card. Here's Rochford ! 8 
Pray, ſmooth your brow, and hide your diſcontent: 
And, now you're going to the queen, ſmile on her; 
Mean while he'll ſtumble, like a bafty child, 
Then when you find her tripping, on the ſudden 
g Strike like the hand of Heav'n, 4 ſure revenge, 
And never let her riſe again. 


cruple BY King. I vin — 
® My lord, you may come near ; where is 7 — 
2 0 . 
es Roch, I left her in the drawing - room. 
King, Ah, Wolſey! 1 
ö What angel e'er ſo bright as woman was, 
| Had not the firſt ſcorn'd her creator's laws ? 
ed, For neareſt his own likeneſs they were made, 
Till they by falſeneſs did their ſex degrade. 
Ereunt King and Cardinal. 
* Roch, What means this ſudden alteration ? 
I not that Piercy ? Oh, too true! he comes 
| Not like a joyful bridegroom, as was told thee, 
, Poor cheated fiſter ! but like one, alas! 
| That knows already the baſe wrongs our friends 
3 Have heap'd upoh him. Where ſhall I avoid him ? 
Ah, why muſt I, of all the plot, be curs'd, 
To look upon a face ſo full of horror, 
That, like a hell, at once upbraids my guilt, 
And laſhes me with the remembrance ? 
yy | Enter Piercy. LEE 
ba! Pier. Methinks I walk like one that's ina dream, 
gat E horrid dream, and faint would be awake : 
Theſe rooms of tate look not as they were wont, 
_ When Anna Bullen oft has rat to meet me; 
Oh, that ſome friends, ſome friends indeed, would 
meet me, 
| And wake me out of it! —Behold, tis granted! 
j + Js not that Rochford there? My deareſt bro- 
the * 
* Roch. My lord, my Piercy! 4 
Pier. Come thou to my arm 
Methinks thou art concern'd to ſee thy friend: 
how? When I embrace thee, tis a pain, I find; 
> Thy ſriendfhip is as cold as winter blaſts, + 
507% What ails my friend? 5 
N Roch. Nothing alls me. 
. Pier. Nothing ! .why look thou then fo full of 
horror ? - 
">. Thy down-caſt eyes call to my ſad remembrance, 
= paſſing by yon gallery of plctures, 
the hat happy gall'ry, that was once the ſcene - 
Of many a joyful meeting with thy fiſter. 
Roch. Ah, my lord! 
ny, Pier. Ha! what ſay'ſt thou? "Tis enough; 
em There hangs a dreadful tale upon thy brow, 
Oy And there's ſome horrid meaning in that word 
. Say, quick, how fares thy fiſter ? Is ſhe well? 
Speak, is the living ? Is the dead? If fo, 
— And thou dar'ſt utter it, plant thy dread voice 


Juſt like a cannon to thy Piercy's breaft, 
And ſhiver me to pieces, | 
Roch, By theſe words, - 
ö I fiad he knows not of my ſiſter's marriage 
Still worſe and worſe, [ Afide.] Alas, my lord, the 


d, lives ! | „ Piercy, 
Pier. — Oh, the joy ! But is the ought than 
we 
Tell it with ſpeed, why did thou ſay, alas? » 
ws Roch. She apes Bt ; but 3 
Pier, Ha! but what ? Speak out. 
We doc thou torture me with dire ſuſpenſe ? 
** Roch. Alas 


1 
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1 


| 


Turn to confuſion; and in chaos ſhrink ; 


Ne'er can think that Anna Bullen's falſe. 


|} How thou wert by when firſt we plighted troths, 


| 


kind v iercy, force not me to tell you! Tis torment to your friend to ſee you thus, Fall, 


Too ſoon you'll hear the news, from one, perhaps, + 


That can relate it, rocky as he is, 
Without a figh or tear in pity of you. 
Pier. Ye heav'nly pow'rs | what does my Roch» 
ford mean ? 
I pr*ythee, gentle Rochford, do not rack me; 
Take off this heavy weight that finks thy 
Come, flatter me, if thou'rt zfraid to tell 
The truth, and ſay, that all theſe killing words 
Were not in earneſt. | 
Enter Northumberland, 
Roch, See, your father's here. 
Pier. He will take pity, and releaſe me, ſure. 
North. Harry, thou art moſt welcome to thy fa» 


Welcome to all, and welcome to the king. l ther z 
5 


Rejoice, my ſon, and deck thy face with fi 
There's love and fortune coming towards thee. 
Pier. Pardon me, bet father; ſpare my anſwer. 


Oh, tell me firſt, what news is from wy love ? 
How does my miftreſs fare, and what's become 
Of beauteous Anna Bullen ? Quickly, Sir. 
North. She's raarry'd, fon, , 
Pier. Marry'd ! f 
North. Marry'd! ay, marry'd, and a queen, 
A joyful queen. | 
ier, Marry'd! and to the king! 
My Anna Bullen falſe and marry'd! 
Perſuade me that the ſun has loſt it's virtue 
That all the elements hall vaniſh ſtraight, 


All this muſt be when Anna Bullen's falſe, 

North. I tell thee, raſh and diſobedient boy, 
Marry'd the is, without ſuch miracles. > 
Pier. Ah, deareſt father! on my knees I beg you. 
Repeat that horrid, diſmal word no more 5 
For whilſt I live, I 


Oh, Sir, be mereiful, and juſt at once, 
And ſay you did it but to try your Piercy. 


North, Riſe and repent, and do not tempt my 


anger, 
Which thou ſhouldft feel, but that I pity thee, 
And think thy folly puniſhment enough. | 
Pier. See, Sir, her brother's more concern d 
than i, | [Rochford;. 
To hear ſuch words. Come, tell them, deareſt 
Proclaim her virtues loud as cherubims; 
Is the not chaſte, chaſte as the virgin light, 
And conſtant as the turtle to it's mate. 
North. Tell him, my lord. 
Pier. Oh, hear thy charming ſound ; 
Tell them and undeceive them, friend; tell them, 
And ſwore eternal faith, eternal love. Ls 
Enter a Gentleman, 
Gent. My lord, the king and queen are paſſing by. 
North. Look you, romantick Sir, behold your 
mi „ 6 , a 
Whoſe bride ſhe is. _ [Exir 
Pier. By the immortal pow'rs that gave me life, 
And eyes, and ſenſes to believe, tis ue 
It is the king and Anna Bullen crown'd! 
Why, father, Rochford, friends, is it not ſo? - 
And did the not {ike haughty June walk? 
Who, as ſhe held the thunderer by the hand, 
Look'd down with ſcorn on the low world from 
She came; ſodid the caſt a loathing eye [whence 
Upon the place where humble Piercy tand 
Ha ! is't not ſo ? Confefs tHat it is fo, 
And 1 am blefs'd ; own it, and make poor Pierey 
Roch. Alas, my lord, afflict your mind no more} 


Pier. Friend; ſay ſt thou ? I. diſclaim that name in. 


. 


[happy. 


* 
P ˙— I ˙.1 os na 
— — i — — — 


- This makes her careleſs to her own undoing; 


In father, brother, fiſter, and companion z 
Nature itſelf abhors it like the plague, ; 
And baniſhes that gueſt from all her creatures 
Falſe brother to the falſeſt woman living 
Was it for this that I was ſent from court? 
Was it for this, the ſubleſt of her ſex 
Sent me a letter with ten thouſang charms, 
To let me know that 1 ſhould write, and ſhould 
Be written to no more till my return? 
T' avoid ſuſpicion, as ſhe ſaid ; but 'twas 
To flatter me, that I ſhould not miſtruſt her. 
Roch. By Heav'n, and all that's true, he's not 
to blame. 
_ Pier. Here, Rochford, rip and tear her from my 
heart, 
Faſt rooted as ſhe is, and give me eaſe ! 
For he that wears a perjur'd woman here, 
Mas in bis breaſi ten thouſand fiends to ſcourge him · 
Re-enter Northumberland. 
North. Come, my beſt ſon; the king ſalutes 
thee, Piercy. 
Come, ſee the bride he has prepar'd for thee, 
And think no more of Anna Bullen now. 
Pier. Ha! bring me to her ſtraight! Is ſhe a wo- 
A bright, eiſſembliog, and proteſting woman ?[ man, 
Is ſhe ſo kind that nothing can be kinder? 
Kay, were the Anna Bullen all without, 
And Bullen all within, I'd marry her 
To de 1 d. : 
North. Thou doſt rejoice thy father: 
She is as good and beautiful as angels, 
"And has ten thoufand pounds a year; which, added 
To thy eſtate, will make you far more happy 
Than Harry with his crown, or Anna Bullen. 
Pier. Come, bring me to her: when ſhall we 
North. If thou wilt, to-morrow, [be marry'd? 
Pier. To-morrow | Now: to-morrow is too late. 
What! muſt I waſte a day, and loſe a ſmile ? 
The king with Bullen revel all this while. [morn ? 
Haſte, thou low ſun! when wilt thou bring the 
And when, oh, when, ſhall the long day be worn 
That theſe triumphant arms may ſeize my bride, 
And claſp her gently like a wanton tide, 
But for that rareſt bliſs we bluſh to own, 


© Spite and revenge much more wy joy ſhall crown, 


6 
1 Enter Cardinal and Blunt ſeverally. 
Card. AIL to the ſacred queen of wit and 
5 beauty ! 
Blunt, What news ? what ſong of comfort bring: 
my Wolſey? ; 
Say, ſhall this proud exaltation vaniſh ſtraight? 
Or, ſhall ſhe fill be queen, t'affront my Wolſey ? 
Card. Piercy's arriv'd ; there's aid for your re- 
venge, 
Blunt. I heard ſo, and perceiv'd it by the queen. 
Card. By that the has diſcover'd the deceit, 
And finds him innocent, now tis too late: 


For when the am'rous king comes, loaded with 
Big hopes, 4 4 ; 

She's cold as winter to his warm embraces 2 
This, when the vex'd and paſſionate king perceives, 
He'll hate, and caſt her from him) in a rage, 


Blunt. See! yonder's Rochford coming towards 
Big with glad looks; I hope to be deliver'd . [us, 
Of ſomething that will forward our deſign. 

Card, I will retire, and leave him to your care, 
To manage him with all the art of woman'; .- 


| 
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Or think you that Ie er can hate the ſiſter, 
_ - | Falſe and ungrateful man! ſare wel. | 


Rather than once deny you any thing. 


- 


Blunt. ! 
charge Y' 
» viſit ſt 


| Eater Rochford, 
Roch. Brighteſt of thy dazgling ſer, 
How have I been this long, long hour in pain, 


In torments, zud in darkneſs to waſte tediomſ ou hear 
day, com ther 
Blunt. O, you are grown a courtier now indeed, Wrom tim. 


My lord, hut tis no wonder, now you are nd you | 


Exalted, and are brother tq the queen, ſafe a 
Roch. Ha! brother to the veen ! Roch. . 
[ will not change my tate to ſhine in heaven But to ſu 


To be the darling brother of the ſun. 

Bunt. Hold, my lord? 
| will not chide you, tho“ you have deſerv'd it 3 
For all thoſe raptures ate but ſtarts in love, 
And ſeldom hold oyt to the race's end, 


Blunt. 

Not that 
But knov 
ad with 
Would h 


Roch. Qh, ſay not ſo! Roch. 
The negro, neareſt neighbour to the ſun, ' Blunt. 
That lives under the torrid burning line, cl 
Feels not the warmth that does poſſeſs my breaſt, ¶ Aud nov 

Blunt. Enough, my lord ! I'll put you to your MYou ma; 
Prepare, and ſee how well you can obey. [trialy N And tall 
But that you may not ftrive without all hope, And you 
Here is my hand, an earneſt of my promiſe, For tho 
That as 1 find you faithful, I'll reward you. Yet he | 
But mark me; hear, as from a prophet, this; Let all; 
Be ſure you merit well this firſt of favours, Under t 
And keep the oath you vow upon this hand ; Directec 
Elſe I'll denounce. a worſe than hell ſhall fallow Recb. 
Your ſacrilegious crime, | Blunt 

Roch. Lo, here I — — —— { 
I ſwear upon this altar, breathing incenſe ! And lot 
Eternal lore ! eternal conſtancy — A fit oc 

Kiſſes ber ha The ra 

Blunt. Go, my lord; (fe * 
= now you have it, brag to my undoing 1 
For never any but your king can boaſt 
The like, 


Roch. And he th' unworthieſt of mankind z 
Who having ſuch a jewel in his breaft, 
The crown not half ſo ſacred, were it mine, 
To fell it for a falſe and glitt'ring trifle. 


Blunt. What, your fiſter ! treach'rous man! For * 
You do not mean it; nor can I endure And 
To hear her ſo degraded, if twere real!: . 
She's goodneſs, and has beauties more than I; I ſent 
And merits what the does poſſeſs, a crown: I How i 
Ang much the more, becauſe ſhe ſought not for'tz {© What 
Which is the cauſe, I fear, that ſhe's unbappy— Come 
Hoy bears ſhe this unwelcome ftate ? or rather, With 
How does ſhe brook the wrong that's done to Piercy? W And | 

Roch. All her reflections on it ftraight will W Grief 
viniſh; Talk 

A king and crown are charms invincible : The | 
No ſtorms nor diſcontents can long abide Di. 
Where love and empire plead z but ſoon will fly, * 5 
Scatter'd like miſts, be fore the ſun of pow'r. Art t 

Blunt. You ſpeak indiff rently, my lord, and like W And! 
Miſtruſt of her you love. I long to hear Di 
The more what you would fain diſguiſe from me OL 


Have you ſo ſoon forgot the oath you took ? - 
When with a bluſh I own. I love the brother 


Roch, O ſtay | | 
Rip ope my boſom to my naked heart, 
And read whate'er you think is written there, 
Had I no tongue to ſpeak, 1'd ſuffer that, 


Blunt. He ſoftens, turns, and changes, as IU 
have him; 1 | 


He is my ſlave, my chain'd and galley-ſlave. 


Ob, that I bad but Harry ſo togorture | LA. 
7 Rech. Ten thouſand pardon 8 


— 
1 


Blunt. No more; I can forgive, if you deſerve it; 
charge you, as a fign of your repentance, 
> viſit ſtraight the queen, and Piercy too: 


ea hear he's come to court; and what you learn 


re aſi. 
to your 
[trial 
? 


his ; 


But take a ſad example here by me 


rom them, that aught concerns*their former loves, 
rom time to time acquaint me with the tory z 
nd you ſhall lock the ſecret in my breaſt, 
ſafe as in your own, 
Roch. *T were blaſphemy 
ut to ſuſpe@ it. 
Blunt. I require this of you; | 
Not that I doubt the virtue of the queen : | 
Rut know, that worſe than hell I hate the king, 
ad wiſh your fiſter and all human-kind - 
Would hate him toq. | 
Roch. I'll inftantly obey you. ' 
Blunt. back, my lord ; this readineſs has 
charm'd me: | 
And now I can't but give you ſome kind hopes 
You may have leave to viſit me bereafter, 
And talk of love; perhaps I'll take it kindly. 
And you may write to me, and beſt by proxy: 
For tho the king not viſits me, as he was wont, 
Yet he is jealou· _— I 


Let all your am'rous letters be diſguis'd 
Under 4 borrow d name of brother ſtill, 
Directed to me by the ſtyle of fiſter. 
Recb. In all things Ill obey, Madam. x 
Blunt, See the queen comes, her ſoul in difcon- 
[To Roch, 


rent 

And longs to be diſburden'd. I will leave 300 
A fit occafion's offer*d, now ſhe's on | N 
The rack, to eaſe her by a fond confeſſiofl. [ Exit. 

Queen, Where am I now ?——— My brother! Is it 
I hear that Piercy's come to court. [you ? 

Roch. He is. 

ws. Where ſhall I hide my guilty face from 


m, 
And ſhut me where he ne er may ſee me more ? 
For now I ftart at ey'ry human ſhape, 
And think I meet wrong'd Piercy in my way, 

| Emer Diana. 
I ſent thee to the queen 3 Diana, ſay, 
How fares ſhe in her hopeleſs, ſad eſtate ? 
What anſwer bring'ſt thou, that is death to hear? 
Come, talk of miſery, and fill my breaſt | 
With woe: I'll lay my ears to the ſad ſound, 
And thence it, as the bees do honey. 
Grief is the food that the afflicted live by 
Talk any thing; there%s nought ſo dreadful as 
The thoughts of Piercy in my breaft, 

Diana. The Princeſs Dowager is dead. 

Queen, What princeſs ! | 
Art thou a temporizing falſe-one too?  - 
And haſt fo foon forgot ſhe was thy queen? © 

Diana. cen Katherine is dead. 

Qreen. Alas | then is the dead ? 

Then ſhe has got the ſtart of Anna Bullen 
Came you too late to pay my duty to her ? 

Diana. No; for the enjoy d her ſenſes to the laſt; 

And then not ſeem'd to die, but fell aſleep. 
geen. So bold is innocence, it conquers death. 

Diana. When I began to tell her, 72k 
I came by your command, to make a tender 
Of your moſt humble duty, and condole 


| 1 


Her majefiy's misfortune and diſtemper ? 


She check'd me at that word, and anſwer's with 2 
Why did you ſay, Your majefty to me? {ſmile ; 
Go, tell your queen, f 

Let her not fx on greatneſs to be happy, 


Ps 
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| \ What would become of me, alas ! if you 


I who was daughter, niece, and fifter too, 
To three great emperors, and wife, alas! 
To the moſt potent prince in Chriſtendom, 
Muſt die more wretehed than the meaneſt creaturey 
And then ſhe wept, and turn'd her gentle face 
The other way; and quickly after dy'd, 

Queen, Go on; why doſt thou ceaſe this melody? 
Thy voice exceeds the mourning Philomel's; 
The dying ſwan takes not that pleaſure in 
Her note, as I In ſuch celeſtial muſick. 


| | . . Enter King. | 
' King. Yonder ſhe is, in teats amidft her glories ! 
Ye laviſh ftars, what will content this ſcorner ? 
From a mean ſpring I took this ſhining pebble, 
And plac'd her in my heart and in my crown, 
The faireſt and the beſt-loy'd jewel there, 
And fat her on my throne to be ador'd: 
Yet the conteminis all this, and would be more, 
The heav'ns are all too narrow far her ſoul! 
- ey My lord ! 

r. Sit down again. F 3 
but Kaarb you, therefore Ill return; _ 
For ſure they muſt be tender thoughts, for which 
You pay ſuch laviſh tribute from your eyes. 
\ NAQueen. Sir, I was thinking of the uncertain ftate 
Of greatneſs, and arhongft it's ſad misfortunes, 


Which I've no reaſon'to ſuſpect) tears. 
hold change your love 3 and that produe'd theſe 
Kiny. You're in the right, if that ſhould ever 
| happen ; 
But what begets ſach doubts within your breaſt ? 
You have done nothing to deſerve ſuch fears 1 
You love me, and as long as that ſhall laſt, 
geen. By my hopes, I d6 not. | 
- Bleſs'd found: I will hear nothing but my 
Bullen. | [ Afdes 
Oh! now 1 fought remember but thy charms, 
And quite forget whate'er I wis before. 
One word of bliſs, one word of ſoftneſs; from thee, 
To baniſh hence ſuſpicions, like the plage, 
And clear our breaſts from! jealouſies for ever: 
What, not a ſyllable do I deſerve ? 
Theſe kiſſes, faint embraces, and theſe odours, 
Are raviſh'd, and not beftow'd upon me H:? 
_ What meins my lord ? 5 
ing. What means the crait'rous Bullen! 
By Heav'n the wants the cunning trick and fkill; 
The eaſy, quick delufion of her ſex, 
To hide het faiſeneſs—Oh, fhe's damn'd | 
_ O, gracious Sir! | 22 
ing. Too gracious not to Kill the- 
For whom, for whom, are your kind looks reſerv'd 
Hide you your minion, for his ſafeguard, do; 
For were he mongſt his happy ftars, I'd reach him. 
Nucen. What fiend hath put ſuch thoughts inte 
your breaſt ? | 
When did I wrong you How have I been falſe? | 
King. No; to thy ſyren voice I'll ftop my ears 
A thouſand times, like him, thou ſt cheated me, 
Laid my juſt paſſion to a gentle calm, 
Whilſt ſtor ms behind were ready to devour me. 
On thy falſe gen'rous charms I'll wreck no more, 
But ſeek for ſhelter on ſome kinder ſhore ; 


| A grateful beauty here ſhall reign alone, 


And chace thee from my heart, and from my throne 

[The Kiag meets Wolſey, and goes out Jeaning on bim. 
Dia not my lord fly from me ig a rage, 

Arm'd in a frown; and darted it quite'through me ? 


And Woelfey in his fayourite's/place again? .- | 
| Nay, then the wonder bs * 28 that proud, 
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That great bad man, and Lucifer, ne'er meant 
Me, nor my virtue well The king's inconitancy 
Begins to ſhew it's Janus face again; 
And all the doubts of an unhappy wretch, 
My fears by day, and horrid dreams by night, 
Are come to paſs, | 
Enter Piercy. 
Piercy. What, ſhall I fear to ſee her 
And tell her face to face the perjuries 
And falſeneſs that ſhe's heap'd upon her ſoul, 
And ruin'd mine !-—Lo, where the falſe one is! 
In counterfeited grief? By Heav'n, in tears! 
As if her fins already did upbraid her | 
. Queen, Ha, Piercy! I'm betray'd, Adviſe me, 
What ſhall 1 do [Heav'n, 
See he ſtands, the mark of pity, Heaven! 
Shut, ſhut thy eyes, and fly with ſpeed away, 
Or view the rocks and quickfands, if you tay ; 
Leſt I venture on, 
And, like Leander, tempt my fate, and.drown. 
Exit Queen. 
Piercy. Ha! ſhe's furpriz'd! ſhuns me, and flies 
from me 
But yet ſhe look'd not like a foe upon me; 
And as ſhe parted, told me with her eyes, 
That there was ſomething in thoſe ſpeaking tears, 
Which might excuſe her, and condemn her Piercy. 
5 Enter Northumberland. 
VNVertb. Son, I am come to tell you joyful news ; 
The king has charm'd the fair Diana to thee, 
And is reſolv'd to marry her to-morrow, 
And celebrate the nuptials with a pomp. 
Piercy. The king! the king is marry'd, Sir. 
North, He is3 
Bat thou art not; h'intends to give her to thee 
, Himſelf, Why doſt thou ſtart ? "Twas but this day 
You ſwore and vow'd, with all the figas of joy, 
And duty to your father, you'd obey me. 
Piercy. Alas! I did: but cannot Heaven nor you 
Forgive a raſh, vahappy man his, vow ? 
North. No; by the blood that honours Piercy's 
I ſwear, I will not. [ veins, 
For marry'd thou ſhalt be, and that to her, | 
Or live a vagabond, baniſh'd from wealth, 
From friends and pity; whilſt I will advance 
The younger brother to thy loſt eſtate 
And ſee thee ftarvez nay, more, and loaded with 
The curſes of thy father. 
Piercy. Hold, Sir 
T'l! ſtrive t'obey you; not becauſe I fear 
What miſery or death can do to me; 
But that I may not be th' unhappy cauſe 
Of dragging wrongful curſes from a father. 
Enter Diana. 1 
North. See! ſhe's coming, brighter than a god- 
Tul leave you, and commit you to her cure. 
a - [Exit North. 
Diana: Yonder's the dear lov'd man, -whom 3ll 
muſt love, | 
That loves another too, What ſhall I fay ? [ Afde! 
Spite of my ftars I doat upon a perſon, | 
Who has no heart, no eyes that are his own; . 
Nor yet one look that ever can be mine. 
Piercy. Madam, &you hear the news? My fa- 
We are to be marry'd, | [ther tells me 
Dias. So the king will have it. a 
Piercy. The king! What, would the tyrant be 
To take upon him to diſpoſe of hearts, {a god! 
And join unequal ſouls to one another ? 
O, beautiful Diana] you are-all goodneſs, 
A ſigteof vircues in as bright a perſon, _ 5 


. 
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7 or ſhould you love me, you a 


{As he did, - 


If fo, what can your eyes behold in me? 

What ſec in ſuch a wretched thing as 1, 

To marry me ? 

Diana. Some kind deity 

Aſſiſt me now, leſt I ſhould ſhew I love him 

And teach my tongue how to belye my heart. 

Our perſons might, for all you've ſaid of mine, 

Be mended both, and both receive additions. 
Piercy. What, do you hate me ? 

Then you are happier one degree than I; 

re truly wretched, 

Diana. Indeed he little thinks 1 am that wretch, 


| A 

Tell me, wherefore ? 4 
Piercy. Becauſe the cruel god 

Has robb'd me of my whole eftate of love, 

And left me naked, deſolate and poor; 

We may, like faithful and condoling friends, 

If not like lovers, live together. 

O rarely thought; *twill be the only means 

To make us happy both againſt our wills, 

We'll moan, we'll figh, we'll weep; we'll all but 

Inſtead of loving, pity one another. love 

Diana. And who can tell, but pity may at laft, 

By gentle, ſoft degrees, grow up to love ? 

Piercy, Come, let's away then, ſince they'll haye 

Meet theſe glad rites to all mankind but us; [it ſo; 

Where the malicious charm ſhall join our curſes, 

And not our perſons, but our woes together. 


. 
Enter Blunt and Rochford, 
Y lord, you act a cunning lover well; 
Paint a rare paſſion under all diſguiſes; 
Yet, oh | I wiſh this art had not been learnt, 
But nature in you, and true love the teacher: 
Yet I will prize and hoard your letters ſafe, 
As I would fragrant flow'rs within my boſom. \ - 
Roch. Methinks, for my dear Anna Bullen's ſak 
If poſſible, I love you better now, 
Since I dare call you by the name of ſiſter, 


Blunt. And I much, mote, now I can 
Where is the queen? | | 


Roch. I left ber diſcontent. | 

Blunt, Why, where is Piercy 2 has ſhe ſeen hin 
yet ? | | , 

Rods, Seen him ſhe has; but would not ſpeak t 


jar. ids | 
Blunt. Would ſhe not ſpeak to him then? 
Roch. No, not a word; but quite o'ercame ber 
pity | | 
And weat away reſolv'd ne er more to fee him. 
Blunt. The reaſon ? ' py 
Roch. She'd not tell - but I muſt doubt 


Blunt. 


call yoy 
brother, 


F 


Her ſcrupulous virtue is the cauſe, 


Blunt. Impoſfible! IM 
Virtue can never lodge with cruelty. 
Come; the muſt ſee him 

Roch. Would 1. life and fortune, _ , 
Nay all my rights of love, and hopes in thee, 
Could purchaſe her conſent to ſee him once; 


-. 


| Pardon the ſallies of moſt mighty friendſhip: . 


So well I wiſh him, I would hazard all. 4 
Blunt. Within this bour he entez'd my apartment, 
Not like the great, the brave, the charming Piercyy 
But like a dreadful ghoſt,, or borrid ſhadow, . 
The evil genius of his family - , + 
Ne'er look d ſo mad, nor. threaten'd half the woty 


- 4 


Unbappy Piercy? 5 


As Heaven c et treaſur d in a form divine: 


. | „ +34 tu 
Det. At firſt his fight was pointed on the earth 


There, 
He li fte 
Could ſe 
Of pity 
That ra 
Againſt 
That 1 
Roch 

It wake 
And it; 
Blus 
From r. 


Therefore I charge you, by the pow'r of friendſhip, 


There, with a groan, charg'd with a volley of Gghs, 
He lifted up his fatal eyes on me; which I | 
Could ſcarce behold with mine, they. were ſo full 
Of pitying tears 
That ran into ſuch bitter ſad complaints 
Againſt our ſex's loath'd inconſtancy, 
That I was forc'd to chide him 

Roch. Oh, no more 
It wakes my drowſy conſcience from it's reſt, 
And ſtabs it with a guilt. 

Blunt. But then at laſt + 
From railings into bleſſings ſtraight he fell; | 
And on his knees beſeech'd me that I'd plead, 
And beg the queen, but once to ſee her Piercy. 


By Piercy's woes, and all the love you owe 
To me! go and prevail that he may ſee her. 
Roch, I'll do it inſtantly. 
Blunt. She's coming ſtraight this way; go quick- 
ly you, 5 
And give him notice, now's the time to ſpeak t' 
Then ſtraight return to hold ber in diſcourſe [her! 
Till Piercy comes. Exit Roch. 
So——this has prov'd a lucky tale; and now 
This rare intelligence goes to my Wolſey, 
Who'll ſend th' alarum to the watchful king, 
Straight to ſurprize him with his wife, 
Who then dares tell me, that I was to blame! 
For who contemns 2 proſp'rous wickedneſs, 
Or thinks that ill, that's ſainted with ſucceſs ? 
[ Exit Bluot. 
, Enter Queen with a Letter. 
geen. What ſhall I do! where teach my trem- 
Their way! [bling feet 


4 


Enter Rochford. 

Roch. Siſter ! moſt royal, merciful and fair, 

And beſt belov'd of Heay'n and ali mankind, 

Let your dear brother make it his requeſt 

Thus on his knees, as deities are charm'd, 

That you would hear th' unhappy Piercy ſpeak 
This once, and but this once——Piercy's without: 
Shall my beſt friend take but his laſt farewel? 
Grant it, or never more let Rochford ſee you. 

Queen, Oh, brother, plead no more, tis all in 
Do not betray thy ſiſter to a guilt, [ vain; 
And ftain the cryſtal virtue of a ſoul, 

Which ill ſhe holds far dearer than a crown. 

Roch. What dangers can there be, what guilt in 
To hear the wretched and the injur'd pray? [you, 
Come; for you will, you ſhall, you muſt now hear 

him. | y 

Queen. No more l no more! there's yet a ſubtler 
Than you, or pity, pleads for Piercy here, [orator 
Yet I can that deny. 

Roch, What ſhall I tell him ? 

NQueen. Tell him, we are undone; I muſt not ſee 
And tell him, bim; 
I love him—tell him, what is falſe, I hate him; 
Say any thing; but let me not behold him, 

Enter Piercy. 
Moſt cruel ! cruel brother rather 
Help—take and bear me ſwiftly from the danger, 
Rech. Caſt but one look, and you muſt needs re- 
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From the pale body, as you fly from me. 
5 Nueen. Piercy, 2dieu——I can——I will-[ 


chuſe? [ Afde. 
Arm me, kind Heaw'n! againſt my foe of pity, 

Pijeey. 1 — Rill ſhe turns, and hides 
treach'rous ee ; . 

1:'t poſſible: that the can feel remorſe, 
Or pity, after all? Ob, ge; ſþe loves too well 


lent. 
Rueen, What ſhall I do? What paſſage ſhall 1 


It is expected I ſhould call you queen : 
Behold your hated 
Queen. Fly, good Piercy, fly! for.life be gone 2 
Each minute that you ſtay brings death to both. 
Piercy. Ah, hold! If not for love, for pity ſtay 3 
And if no juſt complaint can pierce your hearing, 
Thea bleſſings ſhall ten thouſand bleſſings on you, 
If you will hear the curs'd of mankind ſpeak. 
Nuecen, Give me your hand, kind brother, and 
ſupport me; 
Help, for 1 ſtagger with the treble weight 
Of grief, deſpair, and pity ! | 
| Piercy. Yet turn, if there's one jot of pity in youz 
If Piercy e'er was worth one thought, I charge you, 
By the lov'd name of Anna Bullen, ſtay 
geen. Fly, brother, ere it be too late; 
For Should I liften but a moment more, 
The ftrength of Hercules were not enough 
To draw me hence. 


Piercy. Then with my knees, thus faſt 'ning to 


the ground | 
Your robe, and thus with my extended arms, 


[ Piercy kneels upon ber robe, 


I'lt force and charm you, till you've heard my lat 
Complaint ; and then forbear to pity if you can. 
Help, Rochford, ere I'm rooted to this earth. 
Away, away ! the leaſt word more undoes me. 
Yet turn one look upon me, ere you go. ; 
Rueen. There take it, with my life, perhaps the 
purchaſe 
Take that too z Piercy, thou haſt been betray'd ; 
| [ Gives bim a letter, 
Learn = th* unhappy Bullen's fate Fare 
wel. 
Piercy. Vet ſtay— the ſoul ne er parted with ſuch 
[pangs 


muſt: no more. [ Exeunt Queen and Roch, 
Piercy. She's gone, more loy'd and beautiful than 
ever: 
What's here? a letter! and the character 
That I ſo oft have been acquainted with? 
What's this I read! 
Reads. ] 3 
y wicked Wolſey, Harry and our parents, 
] was betray'd, and forc'd to wed the kings 
Who intercepted all thy letters, ſwearing ; 
With ſacramental oaths, that thou wert falſe, 
And marry'd firſt—Piercy, adieu, and credit me, 
And that I lov'd thee better than my life: 
Burn this raſh paper, left the fieads diſcloſe it, 
3 5 Ge BuLLENg 
She's innocent ] Oh, ye immortal pow'rs ! 
She's innocent! and then ſhe loves me till, 
Sound, ſound my joy, till my exalted ſoul 
Is wound up to th' extremeſt pitch of bliſs; 
Let Piercy never after this be ſad . 
Yet hold hat dawn of comfort canſt thou ſpy 


| In this ?—Qh, none—— This glow-worm ſpark, 
This glimpſe of hope, is vaniſh'd, and I'm left 
In deeper darkneſs, horror and deſpair, 


Than e'er I was before | 
Re-enter Queen and Rochford, 
Ha! ſhe returns | the mourning angel comes 


Again ! 9 2 
Well, brother, 
And thou far ſtronger and immort 


her And more immortal love, — me back . 


Ye have. What! what will ye do with me now? 
Rach. Could any thing on earth, tiger, or panther 

Much leſs a creature form d by Heav'n, likke'is; 

Could you, I ſay, refrain from ſuch an objeQ, = 


The fatal cauſe that purchas'd all this pom ö 
Stay, Ansa Bullen f, wy q0egy=prrhaps | 


At the laſt words of , a 
* | -3 L 
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12 
And not forbear to balm him o'er in tears, | 
Or elſe but hear him ſpeak ? 

Queen, Now I'm inclos'd again ! 

The combat now grows fierce ang ſtrong ; and, oh! 
How an armour reſolution is f 

Againft our — or the man belov'd ! 

Ah, Piercy | 

Piercy. My charming queen! my Anna Bullen 
Am I (o bleſt, and yet ſo wretched too, [once 
As what is written here contains? And tell me, 
May | believe that you can love me fill ? 

Queen. Ob, Piercy ! Piercy ! urge me not to tell 
What Heay'n's avufterity will not permit, | [you 
Nor force me to declare 
What the Eternal ſees already written 
Jo too broad characters within my breaſt : 

ow large, how deep, thy ſtory's graven here, 

And what I dare not, never muſt unfold——— 
Oh, I have ſaid too much, 

Piercy. What! ſaid too much ? 

* Can you repent of one kind thought of Piercy ? 
And ſpitefully call back your tender mercy ! 

Ob, cruel queen? for Anna Bullen would not, 
She would not, would not, uſe her Piercy thus. 
Queen. Ceaſe, ceaſe, ſuch ſounde——— 

And turn thy ſad reſiſtleſs eyes away; 

or if | once behold thoſe tears, and hear 
Thy juſt complaints, I can no longer hold, 

ut break I muſt through all the bonds of virtue. 
Nay, ſtood the jealous Harry by, | 
With all his guards of devils, Wolſeys, cardinals 3 
In ſpite of all, in ſpite of more, myſelf, , 
I muſt both ſee, hear thee, and ſpeak to thee, 
And pity thee, e 

Piercy. It is enough, bright daughter of the ſky! 
Here on my knees * 5 bs 
I beg a thouſand pardons of my queen. 

A look, 'a ſigh, a tear, from Anna Bullen, 

Js far more worth than all the trifling wrongs, 
Nay, than the life and very ſoul of Piercy. 

"Nueen, Oh! how loth my eyes are to depart ! 
But wiſh for ever to be faften'd on thee, 

And look one look to vaſt eternity: 
Yet we muſt part, ah, Pigrcy ! part for ever 

Piercy. Muſt we part for ever? 

What, never | never meet again! 
geen. Never! © | 
Ah, Piercy'! fly, and leave me here alone, 
To ſtem this mighty torrent of my fate: 
Begone, while I have life to bid thee go; 
For now death tops my tongue [She ſeooons. 
** Piercy, My lord 
She faints! my life! my Anna Bullen, ftay ; 
Rochford ! Oh, help to call her back again. 
yo kiſter, wake! behold, no danger's 
ig , 4 : 
Veen. Ah, Piercy ! now I wake, with courage 
now, a 
To meet my fate, and ſee where it approaches. 
" Enter Cardinal, Northumberland, and Guards. 
Piercy. Ha | Wolſey, and my father. 
Card. My lord, ere we diſcover our commiſſion, 
ray let your ſon be parted from the queen ; 
| the wrong'd king ſhovtd ſee him in his'rage, 
And execute his worſt of fury on him. | 
North. Son! though you have committed in the 
The greateſt crime againſt your royal maſter [ court, 
That ere a ſubj ect can be guilty of; nnr 
Vet, in reſpect of my grey hairs, and tears, 
He has been pleas'd'to ſpare your forfeit life; 
Therefore be gone 3 © minutes ſtay is fata 
uardu, force him, if he goes not willingly, 
4 gary him frag by barge jo Sulflk-hoyſe | 
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| 


We arreſt you here of capital hi 


Without reply. 

Piercy. Obediently I'll go, n 
If you will promiſe me that you have n 
Againſt the ſacred perſon of the queen. 

Card. My lord, on both our honours, veen'g 
Shall be inviolate but the king , perſon 
Is coming ftraight to viſit her, therefore you mug 

begone 
We have no other reaſon but your ſafety. 

Queen. Go, Piercy, and miſtruſt not more than In 
Be gone, if | have pow'r-left to command; 

Leave me to innocence and Heav'n, that will-net 
Permit a ſoul that ne er did any'ill 
To fear it, 

Piercy. Then I'll go— But, oh, juſt Heay'n! 

And all you bright inhabitants above, 

Protect the ſacred perſon of the queen; 

And ſhed your baleful'ſt venom on their heads, 

[hat think to tain a whiteneſs, like yourſelyes, 

Farewel , [Eait Piercy, 
veen, Farewel. 

Card. John Viſcount Rochford, by the king's 


command, 


* 


h treaſon. 
Queen. Hear, Heav'n! My brother fallen into 
the fnare | ry 


Card. And tis his pleaſure that you ftraight be 


ſent. 
Nor 


Cloſe pris'ner to the Tow'r, with the Lord 

Who is ſuſpected with you to be guilty 

Of the ſame hejnous crime. Guards, ſeize hig 

a 

| ae villain! traitor! Wolſey, ſay, fax 
what ? ; ; 
„Well, who's turn next? Come, dart 
your worſt, my lords, | 

And meet a temper'd breaſt, that knows to bear, 

By my bright hopes, you're more afraid than 11 

I did expect you would begin with me! 

Card. Moſt royal Madam, oh, I wiſh the king 
Had choſen ſome more willing than ourſelves, ; 
To execute this moſt deteſted office: 

It is the king's moſt fatal pleaſure too, 

That you be ſent a pris'ner to the Tow'r, 

And thence immediately to both your trials, 
Roch. Trial! For what ? n * 
Queen, No more, dear brother; let us both ſuby 


mit, 
But think, dear Rochford, that both you and I 
Have once committed, in our erring lives, 
Something for which we juſtly merit death, 
Thopgh not, perhaps, the thing we are accus'd of, 
Enter the King in a Fury, with Letters in bis Hani 

Attendants and Guards. 

Card. The king is here. 
Queen, Then he is merciful, 
King. Where's this woman? this moſt abhorr'd 


of wives ! e . 

This ſcandal to her ſex, my crown, and life ! 
What, by your minion ? Ob, good-natur'd huſband! 
Down on your knees, and thank me for a favour-» 
See—— here are letters fall'n into my hands, 
Where your dear brother ſays he has enjoy'd you» 

| { Gives the letters to the Queeny 

NQueen. Oh, ſacred Sir! 2 5 is a” 

You took me to your royal bed a handmaid, 
The moſt un worthy of the mighty favour z 
Oh ! throw me into dungtons ſtraight, or take 
Away my life that ne'er offended you 1 
Take ll in recompenee from Anna Bullen! 
"Tis yburs 3 but do not rob me of my fame, 


Nor ſtain my virtve with ſo foul gvilt, - {[Blont! 
Roch. What's here? 1 lent 
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fas u betray'd me ? 
King. I will hear no more [ Te the Queen. 
Rach. Ah, royal Sir, theſe letters I confeſs 
King. Here, take them hence, to tortures, racks, 
ro death, 
Queen, Ob, Sir! I am d for any death; 
For worſe than death, a thouſand, thouſand tor- 
ments. | 
King. Quick; take away thy hands, or I will 
force thee 
Queen. You ſhall not, cannot, till I've ſworn 
For & th' unſpotted babe [the truth: 
That yet lies wrapp'd in innocence, unborn; 
By injur'd truth, by ſouls of martyr'd ſaints 3 
By you, my lord, my huſband and my king; 
I'm wrong'd ! Ah, royal, gracious Sir, I'm wrong'd! 
_ —— me, or I'll ſpurn thee from thy 
0 - 
Seize, ſeize on Piercy——By my life, who begs 
: [To the Guards. 
In his behalf, 's a traitor worſe than he 
To North. who kneels. 
Here's another letter too; it 1s from Norris, 
Who much commends your darling, ſecret beauties, 
And ſweetneſs of your lips: yet you are wrong d. 
Eternal hell! where's ſuch another monſter ? 
Go, you inceftuous twins, make haſte and mingle 
Your foul, adult'rate blood in death together 
Oh, they're too long aſunder. Why doſt weep! 
Go to thy death; and what's a greater pain, 
May Heav'n, like me, ſee all thoſe tears in vain, 
| '[Exeunt King and attendants, 
Roch. Ah, fifter! what dire fiends muſt puniſh 
Rochford ? 
What will become of me, the cauſe of all? 
Queen. Fear not: Heay'n knows thy innocence, 


— mine | 1 
Come, let's prepare But firſt pomp, adieu. 


ber crown, 
From Heav'n I did my crown and life receive 

And back to Heav'n both crown and life I'll give; 
And thus, in humble poſture, lay it down 

With greater joy than firſt I put it on, - [ Riſer. 
But, oh, you Royal Martyrs | ceaſe a while 

Your crying blood that elſe muſt curſe this iſle z 
Of the Imperial aſk it with my pray'r ; 

For you are ſtill the neareſt angels there: 

Then, Richards, Edwards, Henrys, all make room, 
The firſt of Naughter'd Engliſh queens I come ; 
Let me among your glorious, happy train, 

Free from this hated world and traitors, reign. 


Ne 
Enter Cardinal and Blunt . 
Card. T UCKIEST of omens | do I meet 
My fair, illuſtrious part*ner in revenge | 
Come, tell the news that your glad eyes proclaim : 
Speak, by the looks I know it muſt be well, 
Is the condemn'd ? Shall Rome be abſolute ? 
Shall Wolſey reign, and hall my Blunt be queen ? 
© Blunt, "Tis as thou fay't, moſt mighty of thy 
Greateſt that e er adorn't the robe, it is; ¶ function; 
Theſe eyes faw the bright Engliſh ſun eclips'd, 
And, what is more, eclips'd by thee and me; 
Caſt by her awful judges from her height, 
Ouilty and ſhim'd, as Lucifer from heav'n, 
And fare'd to beg it as the mildeft 
To loſe her hee. 
| — Then there's an end of 9 | 
at. And what to fee gave me the greater joy, 
{Thoſe letters counterfeited by the fool 12 
Fer becher were ths ronge® proofs std ber 


4 
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So the ſame papers, which by your advice 
I got convey'd into her cabinet, 
Were the ſubſtantial'ſt circumſtances foun 
For which ſhe dies. | 

Card. Oh, juſt and ſacred rage! 

Revenge! thou greateſt deity on earth ! | 
And woman's wit the greateſt of thy council! 

Blunt. We ought to veil before your prieftly robe; 
My crown of wit ſhall ne'er ſtand candidate 
Without the mighty aid of Wolſey's brain. 

Card. Then nothing's to be done by fate, not 

Wolſey, 
But take the vanquiſh'd crown from Bullen's head, 
And place it ſuddenly on yours. | 
Blunt. For which, : 
My gracious Wolſey, I will ſo reward you - 
| Enter Piercy. 
Blunt, See, Piercy's here, more mad than we 
are joyful : | 
Does't not make young the blood about thy 
To ſee that our revenge not ſingly hits, 
But, like a chain-thot, carries all before it? 

Card. Let us avoid him You intend to ſee 
The queen receive her death; but J 
Will paſs this day at Ecker, like a mourner. 

Piercy, Behold, the ſun ſhines Rtill; inſtead of dark 
Behold, juft pow'rs ! the curſes of the land ? [nefs, 
Stay, [To the Card. and Blunt, 
You far more dreadful pair than thoſe at firſt 
Betray'd poor eaſy man, and all mankind : 

Thou fatal woman, thou! and ſerpent thou! 

By whoſe ſole malice (oh, that Heav'n ſhould let it!) 
A greater innocence this day is fall'n, | 
Than ever bleſt the walks of Paradiſe. 

Card. My lord, 1 ſhall acquaint the king with this, 
And thoſe juſt lords the judges of her cauſe, : 
Whom your baſe malice wrongs——But I'm above 

it , [ Exeunt Card. and Blunt. 

Piercy. Bold traitors ! hell-bounds | do you fly? 
Does Anna Bullen's chaſtity and virtue, | 
Writ in this angry forehead, make you ſtart 


Enter Diana. | 


What, the fair, wrong'd Diana's face in tears ? 
Can Anna Bullen's miſeries attract J 
The nobleſt of compaſſion, pity from 
A rival's breaſt ? Thou wonder of thy ſex! 
How far more wretched mak'f thou Piercy fill, 
When I behold how much thou doſt deſerve, 
And 1 ſo very little have to pay? 

Diana. What rocky heart could have refrain'd 


from pity, | 
To ſee the fight that I did? Any thing 
But man, moſt cruel mankind, would have ncey 
Tigers and panthers woald have wept to ſee her; 
And her baſe judges, had they not been men, 
Would have bemoan d her like departing babes. 
Piercy. Is Rochford too condemn' d? | 
Diana. Alas! he is. _— 3 
Rochford and Norris both receiv'd their ſentence, 
And both behav'd themſelves like gallant men 
But far the queen ! Ah, Piercy, ſuch bright courage 
No thought can dictate, nor no tongue relate - 
When ſhe was tax'd with that unnat'ral crime, 
Adultery with her brother; at firſt ſhe ſtarted, 
And ſoon an innocent, not guilty, red 
Adorn'd her face, and ſainted it with tears H 
But ſtraight conceiviag it a fault, ſhe ſmil'd,  * 
Wip'd off the drops, and chid the bluſh away. 
Piercy. When 1 am dead, may my fad tale be bleſt, 
And have no other tongue but thine to tell it. 
-.. Dians. Then with the meekneſs of 9 ſaint h 
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And like the ſun, darted quite thro' her judges, 
That none durſt look upon her. | 
But, oh! what's deſtin'd in the blackeſt pit 

Of hell, what innocence can c'er withſtand ? 
Whate'er ſhe ſaid, that angels could not finer, 
And ſhew's a ſoul no cryſtal nigh ſo clear: 

Tho' all appear'd to be the plot of devils, 

Vet was the guilty found; and oh, ſad Piercy ! 
C-ondemn'd to loſe her head. ; 

Pier. Hell dare not think it. 

Diana. The cruel Duke of Norfolk, her relation, 
As ſteward for the day, pronounc'd the ſentence. 

Pier, And my hard-hearted father too was there. 

Diana. My lord! what ſaid you? your hard- 

hearted father ! 
©, blotted let it be from all records, 
And never be in England's annals read, 
What I'm about to tell you: her own father, 
The Earl of Wiltſhire, ſat among her judges. 
Behold the king | all knees are bent, all hands, 
All good men's eyes, lift up to Heav'n'and him, 
To bez the life of her that glads the world. 

Pier. Make uſe of all thy woman's art to win him; 
Let all petition him that ſhare her blood. 
Matrons, wives, virgins, all the charming ſex. 

Diana. Do you withdraw, you but incenſe the 
I've yet a ſoft experiment to try, [King 
Shall pierce his ſtubborn nature to the quick. 

Pier. That angel thou'rt inſpir'd with, proſper 

- thee. [ Exeunt. 
Enter King, Cardinal, and Attendants, 


King. Piercy! didI not charge he ſhovld be ſeiz'd? 
{To the guards, who go out and ſeize Piercy, 
Now by the ſacred crown of England's monarchs, 
Let none intreat me upon pain of death. 
0 [To petitioners. 
What's here? a lift of baſe petitioners 
For Norris* life! Hell and confuſion ſeize *em |! 
Have I not, like a rock againſt the ſeas, [ſhaken, 
d mountains gainſt the winds, ſtood thus un- 
ny'd all England's pray'rs, and ſhall I 
Pardon a ſlave before I would my queen? 
Enter Northumberland, ho hneels. 


King. Why doſt kneel? 
North. I met my ſon this moſt unlucky moment, 

Juſt as the guards were ready to obeys 
And execute your fatal orders on him; 

Who ia deſpair, or rather in obedience, 
Making a faint reſemblance to reſiſt, 

As they were ſtriving to put by his ſword, 
He on a ſudden open'd wide his arms, 

And on his breaft receiv'd a wilful wound. 

I knee) with humble pray'rs, that his diſaſter 
Would mitigate your preſent and juſt fury : 
And grant my fon his freedom, till his hurt 
Js cur'd, which is not mortal. 

King. Be it ſo. 
Enter Diana, Leading the young Princeſs Elizabeth, 


* 


. with Women. ub. 
Diana. Pardon this bold intruſion in your preſence 
Your daughter, Sir, this lictfe princeſs here, 
Poſſeſs'd with woman's rage, and far above 
The little ſparkting reaſon of a child, 
Scream'd for her father: Where's my father? ſaid ſhet 
And as we brought her to you, ftill the cry'd, - | 
Unleſs the ſa her father, ſhe would die. 
King. What would youhave, my little Betty, fay ! 
Child. But will you promiſe me that you'll not 
frown 6:06 rb + Fyou; 
And ery aloud, hough ? and then indeed II de 


| 


— — 


Ai r oö eee 


And I have learnt, that all who beg of yous 
Muft do itkneeling. —— 
North. Prettieſt innocence ! 
King. Well then, what is't, my little prattler, (ay 
Child. I'm told that ſtraight my mother is to die, 


| 


Vet I've heard you ſay, you lov'd her dearly : _ be 
And will you let herdie, and me die too ? Norris a 
King. _ ow die, ,ehild ; there is no harm in My Lori 
eath 2: N j 
Beſides, the law has ſaid it, and ſhe muſt, — 
Child. Muſt! is the law a greater king than you ? And bid 
King. O, yes. But do not cry, my pretty Betty; Shall pi 
For ſhe'll be happier when ſhe's dead, and go "Tis by 
To Heaven. Think 
Child. Nay, I'm ſure ſhe'll go to Heaven, Who ſh 
King. How art thou ſure ? And th 
Chid. Somebody told me ſo moi 
Laſt night, when I was in my ſleep, 0 
King. Who was it ? * 
Child, A fine old man, like my godfather Cranmer; And, | 
Card. Ay, there's the egg that hatch d this cock. Forgiv 
atrice. 
* E. 
Child. Pray, father, what's that hu 
bloody man ? wy "= Rock 


I ne'er ſaw him but once in all my life, 

And then he frighted me. He look'd for all 

The world juſt like the picture of the pope ? 
King. Why, don't you love the pope? 
dd. No, indeed don't I, 

Nor never will. 

King. Ay, but you muſt, my dear; 

He is a fine old man too, if you ſaw him. 

Card. Go, you're a little heretick, 

Cbild. A heretick ! 

Pray, father, what does that bold fellow call me? 

What's that ? 


King. Why that's one that forſakes the right, 
And turns to a new, wrong religion. T 2 
Child. Then I'm no heretick; for I ne'er turn'd 2 

In all my life. But you forget your child; : Wha 
Dear father, will you fave my mother's life ? Still 

| King. You muſt not call me father; for they ſay, N 
You're not my daughter, Tha 
Chi/d. Who's am I then? 

Who told you ſo ? that ugly, old bald prieſt! 1 

He tells untruth. I'm ſure you are my father, Ala 
King. How art ? ; 16 
Child, *Cauſe I love none ſo well as you F * 
But, oh, you'll never hear me what I have to ſay, 1 
As long as he, that devil there, ſtands by Th 
Your elbow. j 
King. Ha! what devil? A 
Ch, That red thing there. p 
King. Oh, child, he is no devil; he's a cardinal, Oh 
Cbi/d, Why does he wear that huge long coat So 

Unleſs it be to hide his cloven feet ? tben, Th 
Card. Sir, all's defign'd by Cranmer for the queen, B 

Of whom the's learnt this leſſon like a parrot. W 
King. Take her away: I were a fool indeed, 

If women's tears, and children's idle prattle, ＋ 
Stroud change my fix d refolve, and cheat my 
Away with her. F \[jJuſtice—_ 

Child. Oh, but they dare not» - + : |, © 

Father, will you not let your Betty kiſs you? - A 

Why do you let them pull me from you ſo ? 

Ine'er did anger yous . * F 
Pray, ſave my mother, dear king father do: 0 
And if vou hate her, we will promiſe both, N 


That ſhe and I will go'a great huge 

And never fee you more. — * 
Ni- Ualooſe her; hough ! 
Hence with her ſtraight; 1 will 


| 87 do: come let me tale thee in my arm 


Child, No: but lll Kantel; for I mul be a beggwejI Another 


— 
word, Goy ure agavghaygirl.”s +» 
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Child] Well, I'm reſolv'd, when I am grown 2 
ru be reveng'd, and cry hough. too. woman, 
[Ex. Diana, Princeſs, women, 

King. Ha! spirit! | 


Mount all the draw-bridges, and guard the gates, 
Then bring the pris'ners forth to execution; 
Norris and Rochford firſt, and then the ”=_ 
My Lord Northumberland, be it your talk ; 
Diſpatch my orders ſtraight, and fetch the traitors 
What's this that gives my ſoul a ſudden twitch, 
And bids me not proceed? Ha! is't compailion ! 
Shall pity ever fond the breaſt of Harry! 
'Tis but a ſlip of nature, and I'll n. 
Think thou ſhalt have thy Seymour in thy arms, 
Who ſhall reftore thy loſs with double charms: 
And though my Bullen ſets this night, and dies, 
Seymour, next morn, like a new ſun, ſhall riſe. | 
Exit King and attendants. 

North, With an unwilling heart 1 take this office; 
And, Heav'n, if Anna Bullen's innocent, 
Forgive me, ſince it is my king's command. 

Enter Rochford, Lieutenant, and Guards. 

Roch. Will'c not be granted, that I here may ſee 
My fiſter ere I die, to part with her? 

Lieat. There's my Lord Northumberland, he'll 

tell you. 

Roch. My lord, you're come to ſee a wretched pair 
Of Ormond's iſſue leave this fatal world; 

Shall we not meet, and take our laſt ſarewel ? 

North. Norris, my lord, is now upon the ſcaffold; 
Then your turn follows; but before that time, 

I gueſs the queen will be prepar'd, and come, 

Roch. Forgive me, Heav'r!, my paſſion, and my 

crime. 
Enter Queen going to execution all in white ; Diana, 
Women in mourning. Guards. 

NQueen, Come, where are thoſe muſt lead me to 
To a more happy tharriage-bed, { my fate? 
And my eternal coronation-day—— g 
What, Piercy's father! muſt he do the office ? 
Still I can bear it all. 

North. Madam ! it is the king's ſevere command, 
That I attend your majeſty to the ſcaffold. 

Nueen, Enough, my lord, you might have ſpar'd 

that title: : 
Alas! I with it ever had been fpar'd—— 
I ſhould have been, if malice had not reign'd, 
Your Piercy's wife, the ſcope of my ambition ; 
I ne'es had then been mounted to a throne ; 
Then this unhappy hour had never been. 

Roch, Such words as theſe the Heavens muſt weep 
And make yon marble roofs diſſolve in tears. {ty hear, 

Queen. What dolt thou weep, unhappy brother, 
Oh, ſhew me not ſuſpected, nor thyſelf [too ! 
So guilty, by ſuch ſoftneſ Learn of me! 

This breaſt that's petrify'd by conſtant woes, 
By all my wrongs, m'injuſtice, and my cauſe, 
Who ſees me weep, they ſhall be teats of joy. 
Roch. Tho' I am innocent, my fate is not; 
'Tis that has been unjuſt to thee and me. 
| LE gentleman wiſpers Northumberland. 
Queen, The curſes of wrong'd Kath'rine weigh'd 
me down, | 
Arid made my crown indeed a maſſy crown, 
Roch. Deny me not alittle tender grief; 
For ey'ry drop of blood that's to be ſhed, 
Of that ineſtimable maſs of thine, 
My ſoul muſt rack a thouſand years in hell, 

Queen. Forbear ſuch worde—You have not in- 

jur'd me. [One whiſpers N 
North, My lord, l ; 3 
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Roch. Come, lead me to my reſt, my reft from 
wrongs- 
Now, Anna Bullen, teach me all thy courage : 
Thy innocence, that makes the Heavens amaz'd, 
And the more guilty angels bluſh to ſee; 
Help me to paſs this Rubicon of parting, 
This mid-way gulph. 5 0 
Queen, Go: be a lucky harbinger for me; 
Tell all the ſaints, and cherubims, and martyrs, 
Tell all the wrong'd, that now are righted there, 
That Anna Bulten ſoon will join 'em. - 
Roch, Wilt not embrace thy dying brother firſt? 
One father and one mother gave us birth; 
Then all you ſaints above, and men below, 
Bear witneſs, and 1 vow it on my death, 
It is the greateſt, firſt, and only favour 
Leer receiv'd from Anna Bullen's perſon. 
Queen. In ſpite of ſcandal, malice, and the 
Nay, were the king and our vile judges by, 
Since Heaven is ſatisfied it is no fin, 
I will embrace thee, think I've in my arms, 
Both father, mother, ſiſter, brother, all; 
'And envy cannot blame me. 
Rech. Thus let my ſoul into thy boſom fly, 
That I may feel the ſtroke of death for thee ; 
And when the fatal axe hangs o'er thy head, 
O, may it lull thee, and not ſtrike thee dead! 
Softer than infants dream, or with leſs pain 
Than tis to ſleep, or to be born again. 
[ Ex. Roch. to execution. 
Queen, So, this is paſt and vaniſh'd ! but behold 
A greater yet. 
Enter Diana, with the young Princeſs, and omen. 
Ah, kind Diana, wonderful and good | 
The pity that thou ſhew'ſt thy dying friend, 
This little one, I hope, will live to pay: 
Diana. Ah] royal miſtreſs! England's falling ſtar; 
Beſt pattern that e'er earth receiv'd from Heaven 
I need not fear theſe eyes ſhould ſee you die 
For ere that time juſt grief ſhall ſtrike me dead, 


ou 


Or torrents of theſe tears will make me blind. 


Lucen. Come, now let me preſs thy little coral 
With my dead pale ones now! and oh, let me [lips 
Infuſe ſome of thy mother's lateſt breath- 

In bleſſings on thy tender, blooming ſoul—— 


To break my reſolution, and upbraids me, [ neſs! 
That I muſt leave thee toa father's rage, 
And yet more cruel enemies to both ? 
Leave thee a lamb 'mongft wolves; for all who've 
Thy mother's foes, wilt certainly be thine, been 
Diana. Tigers nor devils! or, what's more in- 
human, 
Envy of mankind, cannot be ſo curs'd. 
®veen. See, ſee, Diana by my wrongs it weeps 
Weeps like a thing of ſenſe, * not « child, F 
Why weeps my child? f 
Strive not for words; theſe little drops 


| Are far more eloquent than ſpeech can bet - 


North. Remove the little princeſs 
Fo her apartment ; where we ſtraight will come. 
Nueen. Vet let me hold her but a moment longer 
And with this kiſs, that now muſt be my laſt, 
Unlock a ſecret which heav'n dictates to nic. 
Thou, little child, f 
Shalt live to ſee thy'mother's wrong o'erpaid, 
In many bleſſings on thy woman's tate. y 
From this dark calumny, in which 1 ſet, 
Thou like a ſtar ſhalt riſe, 
And awe the ſouthern world: 4 
When this ſhall come to paſs, the world ſhallſee 


You, muſt prepare ; a meſſenger is come, 8 
Who brings the news, that Norris is behead ed. 


Thy mother's innocence reviv'd in thee. 


ln women with the young Princeſs Elie, | 


Whgrt's this that tempts me with a mother's fond- 
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16 
Then let me goz heav'n chides my fond delay 
But tell the king, I ſay it as J juſt 
Am going to die; I both forgive and bleſs him 
And thank him as my kindeſt bene factor 
Firſt from an humble maid be lifted me 
To honour; then he took me to his bed, 
The higheſt ſtate that I could be on earth; 
And now, as if he thought he ne'er could do 
Enough for me, has mounted me to heav'no—— 
North. Lieutenant, lead the way. 
veen. Farewel, Diana. Farewel to you all, 
[Exit Queen to execution, with Northumber- 
land and Guards. ; | 
Enter Piercy alone, 
Pier. I dread the horrid deed is done, or now 
A doing : elſe what means this ſudden gloom 
Clad o'er the morning ſky, and all mankind ? 
A gen'ral conſternation ſeizes all, 
As if the univerſal empreſs of the world, 
Nature itſelf were fled with Anna Bullen 


Enter a Gentleman with 'a Handkerchief flained 
with the Queen's Blood. 

Haſt thou beheld this great eclipſe of virtue? 

Speak, is the queen beheaded ? Haſt thou done 

As I commanded ? 

Gent. Sir, when the fatal blow I ſaw perform'd, 
Swift as a whirlwind, through the crowd I ruſb d; 
And as the blood from their rich veſſels drain'd, 
This linen with the ſacred crimſon ſtain'd. 

Pier. Giv't me! and leave me to myſelf a mo- 


ment. 
Now, ſacred drops, now, heav'nly nectar, firſt 
In Lite, then pledge you with a dying thirſ. 
What's this ! I feel my ſoul beat at my wound, 
And bid me to remember now's the time, 
Now to let out life's navigable ſtream, 
And mix it with this moſt celeſtial flood: 
'Firft, I'll deſcend by juſt degrees to earth, 
Thus on my knees, and wing my ſoul to 122 | 


Where Anna Bullen waits her Piercy's coming. 


Enter Diana. 

Behold the good Diana—by thoſe tears, 
Something of horror tis thou haſt to ſay, 
Diana. Alas, my lord, what have you done? 

Your wound — —4 afreſh! ! 
Your looks are alter d 
Ha! let me run and call for help— 'I fetch 
Your father; fetch the king. Quick let me 80 
Pier. Oh bear me to ſome-horrid deſart rather, 
Where novght but tigers, wolves, and panthers 
breed 


z 
They are more merciful than king or patent. 
Diana. Still, ſtill your looks grow paler, and 


If } here die kneel that you'd forgive me; 
But if I live, I'll keep my promiſe to you, 
Diene. You faint, you fink, you die; ſome 
. creature help-—— | Shews a bandherchief. 
What's that I ſee ? your blood | your vital blood. 
Pier. Yes! of a heart far dearer than my own. 
Now, now, my blood, my crowd of ſpirits, all 


frength — 
} Oh, lot ms call tome help. 0 A. 
Pier. Grief fieals by drops my blood pirit 
Bur, firſt, Diana, Fu be juſt do thee— [away. 
1 doubt if I have ſtrength to riſe again 
| | Sbe raiſe: bim upon bis knees. 
My father made me vow to be your huſband ; 


ANNA BULL E N. 


And run not for the cure of both our yet? 

For ſhould I tay, I ſhall betray my love, 

In dying with him. [ Exit Diana running! 
Pier. Thus, when the gen'rous lion ſees the bloc 

Of his own royal maſter ſhed, like this, 

Taking the lawn, ftain'd with imperial gore, 

— i þ his fe voice, revenge he calls 

And, with his awful voice, 

But finding no relief, , 

Thus gently on it, as his death-bed, lies, 

And with a groan, breaks his ſtout heart, and dies, 


| Dies. 
Enter Northumberland and Gentlemen. 
Gent, He's dead! alas, he's dead! We're come 
too late 
North, Here let me fix, till my grey hairs ſhall 
Or turn to ſnakes, to plague this aged head; [ root, 
This is a puniſhment for what my eyes 
Unpitying ſaw; and now I feel, dear Piercy, 
Thy father's curſes on his own head turn, 
And thou art bleſs'd; and I, alas ! forlorn ! 
Enter King, Lords, Attendants, and Guards. 
King. Whom mourn'ſt thou over? Whoſe dead 


_ that ? 
North. "Tis Piercy's : you and all good men 


ſhould weep; 
have loſt a faithful queen, and I a ſon. 
+ Thy tongue's too bold! Are all the trai- 
tors dead ? 


North. Norris and Rochford, and th' unhappy 
Were all beheaded in one fatal hour: [queen, 
Yet all the traitors are not dead, . 

King. What mean'ft thou ? 

Say! who has 'ſcap'd ? 

North. The haughty Blunt, deck'd with 
Her proudeſt ornaments of gold and jewels, 
Came to behold their ends upon the ſcaffold, 

And ſaw them with a helliſh cruelty; - 

Till Anna Bullen's head, lopp'd from her body, 
Fell upon that wretched woman's knees, 

When ftraight the dreadful accident ſo firuck her, 
Wich ſudden ſhriek the ſtarted into madneſs, 

So fierce, that juſt and ſpeedy death muſt follow ; 
Thea utt'ring ſtrange and horrid guilty ſpeeches, 
In her diſtration the accus'd herſelf, 

And Wolſey; talk'd that the queen was innocent; 
Saying, the letters found within her cloſet 

Were falſe, and plac'd by them to ruin her, 

King. Where is the traitor, Wolſey ? 

North, Fled to Ether. 

King. Go you in perſon, and ſecure the villain ? 
Many foul cauſes claim his forfeit life ; 
But if 1 find him guilty in the leaſt 
Of a contrivance with this curſed woman, 
(ng the queen juſtly merited ber end) 

, his ſoul out with a thouſand tortures. 
orth, *T wonld be ſome joy to my revenge and 

Nie. | 

King. For thy ſon's death, thy king ſhall be a 

mourner— 
Now Heav'n vouchſaſt to pardon till this time, 
What I by ſycophants advice have done 
I will be abſolute, and reign alone: 


For 


| 


For where's a ſtateſman fam'd for juſt and wiſe, 


But * our failings fill his aim to riſe ? 

If ſubjeAts thus their monarchs wills reftrain, 
Tis they are kings; for them we idly reign : 
Then 111 firſt break the yoke; this maxim fill 
Shall be my guide, © A prince can do no ill!” 
la ſpite of Qlaves, his genius let him truſt, 


Ruth to behold, and with their ſtandard fall. 
Dians. Why ſtend 1 here, 


| 


PAN 


Fer Heay'a ne er made a king, but made him juſt, 


. 
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